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Notes on Snow Cones

Taylor Shook

Tiny hands sl.am basketballs into tile floor. Whump-whump-whump-whump. It's a
sound I hear in my sleep. The metallic beat reverberates against hallway walls,
mingling with spectator voices and the pop-pop-pop of a popcorn machine. February
snow falls outside - I know that, despite the windowless hallway. Sweat gathers in
the armpits of my I-shirt and the knees of my jeans. Clusters of ponytails, flush ed
faces and ruby red uniforms rally around coaches with khakis and clipboards. It's

10

in

the morning, the games will start soon.
Th is schoo lgirls' baske tball tournament is all players and coaches and referees
and parents an d grandparents and siblin gs. But I am non e of th ese things.
"Medium." A round grandpa interrupts my people-watching.
"Yo u would like a medium snow con e?" I correc t him. He nods .
He gives me four dollars; I notice the $5o bi lls in th e fo lds of his wallet.
He ignores my tip jar, whi ch reads "COLLEGE FUND!! THANK YOU!" in
black sharpie.
Th e ice shaver's coll ar stings th e tiny scratches o n my fingers as I fill a blue
paper cup with shaved ice. I skip my usual "here ya go, darlin "' wh en I pass it to him .
T pray to God for pati e nce. Th e man floods th e snow cone with strawberry

syrup, making white ice turn blood red.

89

My dad's words ro ll around in my h ead . "Don ' t le t customers get the best of
you . S how them how to treat people."
I-le was fired from his last j ob, working in a car dealership's custom er service,
because h e was "too snippy" with customers. Dad serves snow co nes, too. I t's not hi s
day job; h e does it for grocery money, or to get away fro m my mom. Maybe both.
A boy in Nike slid es shuffles by. I-le sizes up my blu e cart of ice, my six-flavo r
syrup dispenser, and me, my face caked with makeup (prettier peo pl e ma ke more tips).
He buys a medium snow cone for four dollars .
I check my watch ; it's

10:03 .

That's eight dollars in revenu e, in three minutes.

In 57 more minutes, I' ll earn the same.
My first day on the job, my boss showed me the ropes in his dingy ware house,
wh ich is o nly ro blocks from my h ouse. I as ked him how much each snow cone costs
h im .
"Oh , abo ut 15 cents," he grinned in hi s manic way. "Thi s here is a rea l cas h
cow."
Cu stomers rotate through, a ch orus of ? immealarge and lemmegetasmall and
do,roulwvenapkins?

I coll ect cash into a red zipper bag and scoop cubed ice into th e machine,
fillin g paper cups with crushed ice. I wipe down syrupy surfaces, mop up sp ills. It's
mechani cal, mindless.

90

Th ere are irritated foot taps and icy stares while customers wa it two minutes for
me to use th e to il et, maybe five minutes to gu lp down a packed lunch.
At th e e nd

o[

the day, l cou nt profits, making neat stacks of $1s, $5s $10s and

$20s. $r,024 in revenue. About $938.50 in profits, taking into accoun t: my $48 pay. It's
a cash busin ess, and I work alone. It would be easy to steal, but l don ' t.
I am fres hly annoyed that I will take hom e $48 and my boss will earn $938.50.
He did n ot smil e at rude pare nts, appease sticky-hand ed ch ildren, drip with sweat in a
too-hot hallway. His ears do not ring; his fingers do not bleed .
My dad would argue that my boss earn ed his profit fair and square, because he
bought: the cart and th e cups and the ice and the syrup and the spoons and the
napkins.
" But with out me, th e server, th ere are no snow con es!" I would fire back. "\,\Thy
is simply ownin g stuff co nsid ered a productive e nterprise?" l would try to co nfuse him
wilh my co ll ege words.
Waiting for Mom to pick me up , [ plop down on a co ncrete bench a nd pull my
hood up around my face. I run my hands through my hair in an attempt to sil e nce my
rin gin g cars.
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